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PRICE NINE-PENCE; 


— 


SONGS, DUETS, &c. 


ARRIVED ar PORTSMOUTH. 


Scene, the PLaTFoRM and BATTERY, commanding the 
Entrance to Portſmouth Harbour, with a view of Spit- 
head and the Iſle of Wight, in the diſtance, 


AIR I. 


Meſſ. IncLzpon, Bowven, Lis rox. 
Group of Sailors and Females. 


80 NG 
I. 
Mr. IncLzpon, 


Weve bade the reſtleſs ſeas adieu, 

To toy dear girls, tome hours with you 
Mr. Bowpen. 

And you can give, tho? ſhort our ſtay, 

A year of pleaſure in a day,— | 

Lara la—Lara la— 

B CHORUS, 
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CHORUS. 


And thus we'll ſing—with chorus full, 


In ſmooth or blowing weather, 


« A long pull and a ftrong pull, 


And a pull boys altogether !''— 


II. 
Mr. IN CL E DON. | 

We met, and fought the foe in Mar ; 

That month ſeem'd ſcanty by a day, 
Mr. Bowprn. 

And fo, to beat them to ſome tune, 

We borrow'd one day more from Jux 


| Lara lara 4a 


CHORUS. 


And thus we'll fing—with chorus full, 
In ſmooth or blowing weather, 

«A long pull and a ſtrong pull, 
And a pull boys altogether !” 


AIR II. 


SONG Mr. Bowpzn. 


1. | 
O bring me WIꝝ x, bright ſource of mirth ! 
For from the favour'd lips 
Of him, who joyous ſip c © 
The jeſt, the taunt, the ſong has birth. | 


W1NE o'er the ſoul ſheds influence kind, 
And gives a Summer to the mind ! | 


II. 
When roſy Wine is ſeen to flow, 
The goblin CARE, takes flight ! 
Juſt fo a Fiend of night, 
Departs at Morn's celeſtial glow. 


Wixx o'er the ſoul ſheds influence kind, 
And gives a Summer to the mind! 


| III. 
There's magic lodged within the grape; 
It makes the Lover view 
His nymph with beauties new; 
Gives ſoftneſs to her air, her ſhape ! 


wis o'er the ſoul ſheds influence kind, 
And gives a Summer to the mind |! 


B 2 SCENE 
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(8 7c) 
SCEN E— 
A room at the Fountain. 
A I R III. 
SONG— Mr. IxcI Evox. 
att iS 
THO? ſeldom I that form can view, 
No rival's claims can mine ſubdue: 


His paſſion will not bear a teſt, 
With the true homage of this breaft. 


II. 


If he, who feels the tropic sun, 
Retires to ſhades its warmth to ſhun ; 
The DWELLER on the polar ſhores, 
Ne'er ſees it ſhine, but he adores ! 


ATR Ty. 
a SONG—Mr. Jonxsroxg. 


1 
Each flattering promiſe of Fancy ends here, 


And] feel, at this moment, a change as ſevere 
As tho*—o'er the features of day's blooming dawn 
The thick veil of night was eternally drawn : 
But ſtill in the magic of lovelineſs dreſt, 
Lou1sA's dear Image will haunt this fond breaſt, 
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II. 


The Shrine which the Pilgrim ean viſit no more, 
At a diſtance he'll ſigh for, and bending adore; 
The favourite Saint oft will riſe to his mind, 

And when ſhe departs leave a radiance behind; 
So ſtill in the magic of lovelineſs dreſt, 
LcutsA's dear image will haunt this fond breaſt. 


SCENE.--Vieu of the Platform. 


AIR V. 


Mr. Mundtx. 


- $16NAL TRUMPETS, with their clangor, 
In ſome heroes raiſe up anger— 
But to me—or I'm a finner— 
The little bell that rings for dinner 
Gives a more inſpiring jingle,— 
Makes the ſpirits livelier tingle— 


A ſharp ſtomach, without ſneer— 

Is a dexterous PIONEER 

Armies oft have wonders done, — 

When led by GENERAL HunGtR—on ! 

Before his rage a town ſoon falls— — 

fle, with eaſe— breaks through ſtone walls“ 
Lis cracking but the pie's cruſt-lid— 

To taſte the ſavory meat that's hid! 


Aud 
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: By the poets titled Lo VES 


' 
| 


( 1.) 


And then the favours of the ladies— 
In whoſe dimples live the babies 


Jockies to young CuyiD's doyes,— 
They to ſoldiers give new ardor |— 
If poſſible beyond the larder ! ! 


Ah no !—ah no !1—ah no ! no, 10 


SIGNAL TRUMPETS, with their clangor, 
In ſome heroes raiſe up anger ; 

But I feel a livelier tingle, 

From the dinner bell's ſwcet jingle! 


SCENE.---4 Room at the Fountain. 


AIX VI. 


BALLADpD- Mr. an 


I. 
WITH Ros ABEL, what joy to ſtray, 
The flowry BRooM among 
I thought not of the weſtering day, 
While liſtning to her ſong : 


For ſtill her voice cheer'd evening's gloom, 
With „O the broom, the bonny bonny broom J—— 


Peneat 


II. 


Beneath her window, times how oft, 
I've linger'd half the night !— 

When ere I heard her whiſpers ſoft, * 
I felt my heart grow light :— 


If maither chid, her ſong wou'd be,. 
« There's nae luck about the houſe, there's nay luck 
for me l“ 


III. 
When led afar,—my fate to try, 
She came to Clyde's broad Firth :— 
Her gentle heart to break was nign ; 
Subdued was all her mirth !— 


She murmur'd—while the tears were ready, 
Adieu“ my bonny charming highland laddie!“ 


SCENE, —4 view of the Lion GATE, one of the "mans 


entrances to Portſmouth. 
A 8, VI 


SONG— Mr. IncLsz0n. 


Hail to the brave, who conq'ripg bled, 
And now within the Ocean's breaſt 
Repoſe upon a rocky bed, 
Lull'd by the ſurly ſtorm to reſt ; 
Ye Taxs !—your triumphs on the main, 
Fond Memory ever ſhall rctain, 


Mr. J-ynsTOxEs. 


— 
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Mr. JonnsTONE./ 
Ne'er where ye fell ſhall ſeamen ſteer, 
But for your fate will duteous weep; 
And, bending o'er your watery bier. 
Call forth your Spirits from the Deep: 
And, while the wind ſings o'er tne maſt, 
A ſigh ſhall mingle with the blaſt ! 


Mr. Bowptn. 
There, will the muſing mind delight, 
While o'er the ſcene the MooN may wake, 


To raiſe a viſionary fight, 
And bid the cannon's thunder break l 
That paſt—in Fancy's ear ſhall dwell— 


The grateful Briton's ſoothing knell ! 


CHORUS. 
That paſt—in Fancy's ear ſhall dwell— 
The grateful Briton's ſoothing knell !— 
Brave T arxs !—your triumph on the Main, 
Fond memory ever ſhall retain. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. HE: 


1 


Dock Tard. 


AIX VIII. 


Smiths at work, 


HERE we laugh and work together 
Be it froſt, or ſunny weather —- 
Not like friendſhip, is our fuel, 
Feeble,—as the world grows cruel ;— 
Change,—it values not a ſplinter 

But burns brighteſt in the winter,— 
So blow the Bellows 

Honeſt Fellows 


C 


SCENE—A view of the old Anchor Forge, in Portſmouth 


When 
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When our heavy taſk is ended, 

And by ale—the ſpirit's mended ; 
Careleſs how things paſs along— 
We'll chaunt o'er ſome jovial ſong ; 

Such as made our Fathe's merry 

Ending with a “ hey down derry !” 

. La, la, lara, la! 
( Anchor brought from the forge, ) 


Harry |—Edward !—George |—begin— 
See the glowing Maſs is ready 

Each Lad to the ſtroke be ready 

While the hammers ſound—don /—din /— 


Enter TROPIC, MAGNET), and DRUMMOND, 


Au on the other fide of the flage, the Wives if 
the Smiths enter with Refreſhments, wha unit: 
in the ſinging as follows, 


Hark, hark, to the Axvir's ringing, 
| Full of glee the Rogues are ſinging : 
= Wuile the ancHos thus they form, — 
| | Beſt of ſuccours in a ftorm— 
Let's partake this feſtive booſing, 
Juſt to toaſt our ſeamen cruiſing ;— 
Bumpers fill with hearty glee : 
Here's to each brave Far at ſea ! 


O ne'er will ENGLAND from her Navy ſever, 
But on the Ancxox—lean, like Hope, for ever 


T is ) 


AIR IX. 
SONG Mr. IxcILEDOx. 


1. f 
WITH Pride we ſteer'd for England 's coaſt . 
Her hills aroſe in miſty blue; 
Six Prizes of the line our boaſt: 
Another ſtruck and ſunk in view! 
O Still to guard this ISLE, the battle we'll ſuſtain, 
And dare the perils of the Rory main 


II. 
Within the boſom of the I 
The claims of relative. and friend, 7 
The proweſs of our Fleets demand: 
Their rights upon our arms depend, 


O Still to guard this IsLE, the battle we'll ſaſtain, 
And dare the perils of the ſtormy main! 


; II. 
Sweet Lovx ! this boſom knows thy pow'r, 
The calhing waves that foam along, 
Hear Fanxy's name at midnight hour, 
The tender burthen of my ſong : 


For ENGLAND's lovely dames the battle we ſuſtain, 
And dare the perils of the ſtormy main 


C 2 AIR 


SCENE — An apartment at the Fountain, 


AIR X. 


WHEN Love was a ſtranger, 

Hor brought me that ranger: 
Il gave them a home 

With welcome careflings, 

I deem'd them two bleflings, 
And bad them ne'er roam: 


N SONG Mrs. Movxriax. 
| 


Horx has ſpread his azure pinions, 

+ Ah I fear he's diſtant flown ! 

And bchind—that worſt of minions, 
Tyrant Lovs reigns all alone | 
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AI R AX 
DUE T., 


Meſſre, Ix II Do and Bow n- 


I; 
The Seaman, who of wars may tell 
On many a diftant Winter's night, 
Shall feel his breaſt with rapture ſwell, 
Rememb'ring he partook this fight ;=- 
And his full cann ſhall toaft the day 
When Hows to Victory led the way | 


II. 
His tale the hearers ſhall not tire, 
But all will mark with glow divine, 
Their names, who kept up daring Fire / 
And thoſe, who broke the Galic Ling / 
And many a cann ſhall toaſt the day 
When Hows to victory led the way! 


SCENE 


( 19) 


III. 


For you dear Belles, where er we roam, 
The heart ſtill fondly turns to home :— 
You make the heavy ſtorm ſeem light, 
And cheer the ſeamen in the fight. 


CHORUS. 


O ever ſhall our wiſh-s F 
O let your gentle wiſhes 5 * 
For favouring gales and friendly ſkies. 


(18) 


SCENE—4 View of High-ftreet, including the Marky 


Hall, taken from the extremity of the Parade near 1h, 
- Governor's Houſe. 


ks 


FINALE, 


Meſſrs. Ine bon. Jon Ns ron E, BowpE N, Towusxzyp, 
Linx rox, Mrs. MouxrAlx, &c. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
ö | IG 
| When next we dare the reſtleſs Deep, 
j In mind the WesTERN SQUADRON keep, F INIS. 
| Tis that which keeps the Cou free, 
ntry 
| 


And gives us Empire of the ſa! 


0 | CHORUS, 


O let your gentle wiſhes | 
| O ever ſhall our wiſhes | _ 


x The favouring gales and friendly ſkies. 
1 | U. 

h The lovelieſt Beauty of our ifle, 

Fm ſure will toaſt us with a fmile: 

| | And *ere the wine her lip ſhall meet 

4 Proclaim—“ Here's to the Britiſh Fleet!“ 


CHORUS. 


O ever ſhall our wiſhes 
O let your gentle wiſhes 
For favouring gales and friendly ſkies, 


riſe, 


For 


